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No, | Dont Mind 


Author's Notes: 

[This story contains very light omorashi and a reference to watersports in general, but no actual piss-play or 
omo. Both were added more for humor, rather than for sex] 

This was written for Sgtleppard for the Ficmas in July 2021 event! The prompt was ‘sleepy morning sex’. 

| had begun writing this back in July, but real life happened. | finally managed to finish it! H's nearly four 
months late. Imao 

It might still be a little rough around the edges, but l'm very happy with it. 

Its been almost ten years since | last wrote any Steve x Sav smut, so please feel free to let me know if my 
characterizations are off. 

| have a thing for Steve as a top, so | couldn't resist~. 

If you can correctly guess the mystery man Sav was dreaming about before getting to the end, you get a 


cookie! 
l'm planning on writing a second chapter at some point, so here's hoping that works out~! 


As usual, the title is from a song, and this time the title actually applies to the story. ‘Woke Up This Morning’ 


by Nickelback. 


Happy early Ficmas, SgtLepparadl 


Sav was desperately clinging to the last shreds of sleep, not wanting the dream he had been shamefully 
enjoying to end. It was easily the most vivid, erotic, and explicit dream he had ever experienced. Even when he 


was a young teen his dreams had never been that obscene! 


It was beginning to fade now that he was awake, but one scene stood out so perfectly. Maybe if he replayed it 
over in his head, it could be burned into his memory.. 


He was pinned down by a man taller than himself, broad shouldered, well defined arms, and imposing. Hs voice was 
so very familar, yet Sav couldn't place it The dark haired, faceless man's beard tickled his neck as he kissed down 
along the bruised and bitten flesh. He was whispering demeaning and sexually cruel threats, warning Sav that if he 
dared to move he would surely regret it. Every threat turned hm on even more, and even though the mysterious 
stranger had not touched his arousal, it already felt as if he was on the verge of coming 


‘You cant come,’ the man had whispered as his beautiful, talented hand finally began working over Sav's heated, 


desperate need Each word came out as nothing more than a feral, lust laced growl.. 


Sav's straining, throbbing erection and full bladder had woken him from the explicit and enjoyable borderline 
night terror. He groaned with a mixture of desperation and frustration. Without orgasm he knew his cock was 


not going to get soft, and pissing with an erection this stiff just wasn't going to happen. 


Sav felt the bed shift behind him and bit his tongue to keep from sighing. He had been praying that his 
gorgeous guitarist was still asleep so he could slip a hand down between his thighs and give his cock the few 
slow, teasing strokes it needed to achieve relief. He knew Steve wouldn't give a fuck if he took care of his 
needs, but felt awkward indulging in his fantasies while his partner laid awake next to him. Masturbation was a 


private activity, after all 


"Hey, you still sleeping?" Steve's voice was sweet, and Sav was positive he could detect at least a small thread 
of lust woven into it. „or was that just hopeful wishing? 


"Mmhh.. yes, now be quiet," Sav buried his face deeper into the pillow. He was horribly embarrassed, and didn't 
want his other half to find him in such a wound up state. 


"Aww." Steve playfully trailed his fingertips down the bassist's spine. "You sure you wanna sleep? ‘cause | can 


think of somethin! much more fun we can do." 


Oh! He was right! Steve was initiating. Perhaps he had an interesting dream, too? Sav made a mental note to 


ask later. "It's. is too early for this," he managed while pulling the blanket up over his head. 


"You sure? ‘cause | think my kitty isn’t being honest," Steve said while pulling the blanket back down. "You don't 
have to be all shy, y'know." 


"maybe," Sav tried to pull the blanket away, but Steve had a tight grip upon it. "And I'm not being shy." 


"But do you want it? It's a yes or no answer." The sweet purr within the guitarists voice made him shiver, 
and Sav hoped he wouldn't notice. "You know it's okay if you say ‘no’, right?" Steve took consent much more 


seriously than anyone else he had ever slept with. 


"Yeah... | do know. And yeah, | do want this." While it was shaky and uneven, he was sure Steve already knew 
why. Anyone else might've mistaken it for uncertainty. 


"Then let me touch you." It was a command, not a request. Steve's hand moved from Sav's spine and began 


slowly trailing down his arm. 


"What about you?" Sav felt his breath hitch as those amazingly talented fingers had eventually slipped down to 


just where his rib cage ended. 


"How about you turn over toward me. | can touch us both," Steve said as he pressed his stiff cock, which Sav 
had somehow failed to notice, up against the small of his back The sensation brought back another brief flash 
from his dream, and he gasped quietly. 


‘Somebody's vocal this morning, aren't they?" Had his tone not been a sweet, seductive purr Sav might've 
found Steve's question condescending and rude. While he wanted to reply, the bassist couldn't seem to voice 
any of his thoughts. He felt paralysed by his intense, burning lust which only grew hotter by the second. 


"Don't worry," Steve pressed his erection up against his back yet again. "I like it when you're loud." 


Something seemed to click within the bleach blonde's equally hazy mind, and Sav could practically hear the cogs 
in his head turning. "You had a nice dream?" The question came with an accusatory tone, but Sav brushed it 


off. His response was nothing more than a hum with positive upward inflection 


"You should tell me what it was about, pretty kitty. Who knows, | might even make it come true if you 
behave," Steve said encouragingly while nuzzling the back of his bandmate's neck. His five o'clock shadow tickled 
and Sav shuddered. It wasn't as rough as the man's beard within his dream, but so fucking close. 


"Y-yes, | did." He saw no point in lying, as it was painfully obvious. It wasn't often Sav woke up with an aching, 
dripping erection, but on those rare occasions he was eager to share his personalized dream-generated movie 
while exploring his partner's body. Steve was the most interactive by asking for more details, and Joe was 

more focused on what Sav would do with his hands during. No matter who he was with, he wouldn't let them 


come until he was finished describing every little obscene act that he had experienced. 


"Tell me, what was it about?" In an attempt to offer encouragement, Steve had begun slowly grinding his cock 


along Sav's backside. "Tell me," he begged softly. "| want to know what's gotten you so wound up... 


Sav found himself flushing a shade darker than their sheets. He was not one to shy away from sharing his 
sexual exploits, dreams, or fantasies, but this one was embarrassing. It involved kinks he had not yet discussed 
with Steve, and even a few he had never once thought about. He wanted to divulge every last dirty little detail, 
but he knew he couldn't possibly face Steve while doing so. 


| was being held down. By a man, taller and much stronger than | am.. dark hair, beautiful hands." As Sav 
recalled the scene, Steve's hand slowly trailed along the centre of his chest, teasing the fine hairs he had 
found. The touch was so sensual, sweet and tender. It was the polar opposite of his nightmare turned wet 


dream. 


"And? What else?" The enthusiasm within his bleached counterpart would have made Sav laugh in any other 
situation. There was no doubt within his mind that Steve had caught on to just how obscene the dream had 


been. 


"He was choking me.. but it was sexual, and | liked it. Then he was kissing my neck, whispering things like.." His 
breath caught in his chest as he recalled that deep, velvety voice that whispered into his ear, and the warm 
breath, strangely scented with cinnamon and whiskey. "Youre such a needy slut, ‘you're a pathetic whore, and if 
you come ill gut you like a fish." Sav's eyes fell closed and he silently begged for the pretty hand upon his 
chest to tease his nipples. "But | liked it.. it was really hot. He started touching my cock, slow and gentle just 


like you do when we're together. And then he was kissing my neck again.. his beard felt so nice." 


"He had a beard?" Steve chuckled. While Sav wasn't sure of just what his partner was thinking this time, he 
had a good idea of who he might've narrowed it down to. "You want me to fuck you so you can pretend l'm 


him?" 


"You.. you'd do that for me?" Sav asked quietly. Had the position not been so strange, he would've looked over 
his shoulder to be sure Steve wasn't fucking with him. Roleplaying wasn't something they often delved into, 
more from lack of opportunities rather than disinterest. 


"Sure. But not ‘til later. We don't have any lube and | really doubt you'll survive the penetration," Steve pushed 
his erection up against the bassist's back yet again. "| know how you are in the morning, we don't need you 


wetting yourself” 


Sav hid his face in the pillow and whined pathetically, both from embarrassment and his mixed need. He couldn't 
argue, Steve had a very good point. However, he was both grateful and disappointed. The longer he laid there, 
arousal pulsing and dripping crystal clear precome onto the sheets, the more tempted he became to take care 


of himself right there and then. 


It seemed as if Steve had finally picked up on just how severe Sav's desperation was, as his hand was once 
more wandering. Down it travelled from his partner's chest, meeting all of the important ‘landmarks’ on the 


way. 


Steve's fingers visited his handsome bassist's ripples for a quick pinch, lower stomach to explore the fine dark 
blonde hairs, and finally the precome slick trimmed curls that resided just an inch or two further down south. 


He was so close to where Sav was dying for those talented fingers to explore. 


Steve, as to be expected, seemed to be finding amusement by the sheer amount of natural lubricant he had 
found. Sav didn't often leak this much, and so it should've been an obvious, dead giveaway that he was much 


more than merely ‘aroused’. 


The sweetest, most pathetic groan was what had coaxed Steve to dip down further, still. While he thoroughly 
enjoyed teasing his other half, he didn’t care to see him in pain -- especially not sexual agony! 


When at long last his hand found Sav's need, Steve purred sweetly. "Do you want me to stop?" 


"Nol" Sav nearly shouted. The first connection was damn near electric. It was nothing more than an index finger 
trailing along the underside and teasing the area just under the glans with a slow, teasing stroke. But it was 
more than enough to coax Sav into arching up against those lovely fingers and thrust as if he was discovering 


sexual pleasure for the first time. 


Steve hummed with amusement while his index finger shifted to the reddened tip of Sav's need. Slowly it glided 
along the slick, highly sensitive area with no identifiable pattern. To make it all worse, Steve showed no sign of 


stopping or transitioning into a proper, real true grip anytime soon 


It was with heavy regret that Sav swatted the teasing hand away. He was unable to tolerate the attention for 
as long as he would've liked due to his heightened sensitivity. With a bit of careful manoeuvring he managed to 
shift his position so that Steve's earlier command could finally be obeyed. Had his erection not been so 
persistent and his level of arousal been so high, Sav would have definitely noticed just how much the position 


change disturbed his full, aching bladder. He likely would have been leaking by this point, too. 


When they engaged in morning sex Steve would usually grind himself up against Sav -- either the small of his 
back, or between his perfect ass cheeks -- while stroking him, as they always slept facing away from each 
other. But sometimes Sav would turn over, as well. Those encounters were especially satisfying, there was an 
additional level of romantic connection that wasn't usually present. It was amazing what a bit of eye contact 


could do to enhance the experience. 


Sav knew Steve wanted to speak, but the silence that had settled between them was so serene, so peaceful. He 
didn't dare, and so Sav was left wondering just what was going through his head. Likely a request for 


confirmation of consent, he decided. If that was what he wanted.. 


The blankets were still up over them, so the bassist couldn't see where his beautiful quitarist's hand had gone. 
He made a blind grab for it, surprising himself on finding it with the first try. Slowly, while gazing into those 
pretty blue eyes he could never tire of, Sav led it back down to his slick, pulsing erection. 


His own fingers playfully trailed along his lovely partner's collar bones. They were so overlooked when it came 


to foreplay, which Sav considered a crime. Steve's were so lovely, so nicely defined and elegantly sculpted. 


Sav laced his fingers with Steve's free hand to be sure it wouldn't be going anywhere. With the other he 
trailed his fingers down along the centre of his other half's chest, to his navel, and finally to the start of his 
pubic hair. Sav was very thankful Steve took the time to keep it neatly trimmed, unlike Rick who seemed to 


have never been informed that ‘manscaping' was a thing. 


The lovely, warm hand around his aching, dripping cock tightened, as if begging Sav to trail his own down just a 
bit further. The silent encouragement was oh too eagerly followed, his own caressing the stiff, pusling erection 
he had found. Teasingly Sav caressed the underside and rubbed in the crystal clear precome he had found, just 
as the lovely guitarist had done to him not so long ago. 


They never lasted very long like this. The mixture of comfort, romantic connection, morning wood and bladder 
pressure always won them over quite quickly. It didn't help that Sav was even more aroused than usual and 


had managed to kick Steve's lust into overdrive just from the vague descriptions of his dream. 


Steve was the first to break the comfortable silence. A quiet, beyond desperate please, please, please’ repeated 
until he could no longer remember how to transfer his thoughts into spoken words. Sav knew exactly what he 


was asking: dont change what youre doing’ 


"Come for me," Sav purred sweetly. While some might have found it cliché and tacky, Steve seemed to 


genuinely enjoy it. 


Steve's stroking had ceased, but the hand gripping Sav's cock had tightened as he went over the edge. The 
added bit of pain was a thrill. The first time it had been a shock and a mood killer. The second had been 
uncomfortable, but he'd still finished. The third had surprisingly coaxed him into orgasm as well. And now he 
had learned to anticipate and appreciate it. More often than not Sav came with him; it didnt matter how far 


he might've been from the edge. The moment Steve's grip tightened, he was done for. 


The pair were left a panting, sweaty mess. All hopes of getting back to sleep after an orgasm was dashed now 
that the sheets and blankets were just as filthy as they were. It didn't help that the alcohol from the previous 


right was now demanding to be freed. 

"Get out of the fucking way, | gotta peel" Sav cursed his decision to sleep on the side that faced the wall. 
When Steve refused to move he gently elbowed the skinny bleached blonde in the ribs. "You let me go or else 
I'm gonna piss all over youl” 


"Eww, gross," Steve let go of his pretty bassist and watched as scrambled away. 


"You never complained before," Sav called from their master bathroom. From his spot he could see Steve 


hiding his face in his hands, clearly embarrassed. "You even asked for it last week. Remember our little bit of 


fun in the back garden?" If he didn't have to go so damn bad, he might've suggested they have some fun in 


the shower. Get even more dirty, then get clean. 


"maybe." Steve's voice was muffled, yet Sav had been able to pick up just the smallest thread of excitement. 


"You're lucky | love you." 


‘Only maybe?” Sav snorted as he made a reappearance, a wet wash cloth in his hand. "You nearly came hands 
free while | was pissing on you. | saw just how your cock was throbbing and leaking. I'm sure if | would've had 
just a bit more in me you would have!" He dropped it on his other half's chest. "Get cleaned up so we can get 


some more lube." 


"Oh shut up!" Steve took the cloth so he could clean himself up. "You speak a word of that to anybody and l'll 


tell them all you had a wet dream over John Entwistle." 


"Jokes on you, asshole. Everybody already knows I'd let him bend me over his amps and fuck me on stage," Sav 


shrugged with a sly grin "You got nothin’ on me." 


"You keep being a brat and I'll take back my offer," Steve said with a playful huff and mock anger. "Then I'll tell 
everybody you're dying to call him 'daddy'" He dropped the cloth on the floor and sat up against the pillows. 
"Yeah, | know all about it. You were saying ‘daddy, please’ in your sleep." 


Sav flushed crimson and quickly busied himself with his dresser, pulling open drawers and sifting through his 
clothes. "Nope, nope, nope!" His voice had raised a pitch or two with embarrassment. "You heard absolutely 
nothing!" 


"Did, too!" Steve chuckled, clearly enjoying the sight of his partner squirming. "You tell me every single last 
teeny, tiny little detail, and | guess I'll hold up my offer. But you can't spare anything” 


Sav would have defaulted to a great big ‘fuck you' had it been anybody else. But, since it was Steve, he simply 
couldn't resist. And, if he told Steve everything, maybe they could explore those harder kinks? "Fine. As long as 
you won't laugh at me." Once he was dressed he pulled some clothes out from his guitarists side of the 
dresser and tossed them onto the bed. "Now get dressed." He cast his attention to the clock sitting upon the 
bedside table. "Its one am. If we're lucky we won't be bothered by anyone." 


"Have | ever laughed at you for anything? No." Steve followed the order without fuss, albeit much too slow for 
Sav's liking. "Corner store and nothing else, I'm assuming?" He ran his fingers through his hair, working out any 


tangles he came across. "Or do you wanna hit the nearby pub before they close?" 


Sav gave a heavy sigh, more from embarrassment than anything else. "| suppose a drink could do us some 


good. Liquid courage and all that, yeah?" 


"Great!" Steve trilled happily. "| can't promise | won't tease you while we're out." After a bit of searching he 


picked his keys up from their desk and shook them, much like one might with a cat toy. "Does the kitty wanna 


drive?" 
Sav rolled his eyes and swiped the keys from his guitarists hand. "Yes, | do." After unlocking their door, he 
made a quick sweeping motion with one arm, inviting his bandmate to go first. "If you make me come in these 


jeans l'm going to be very upset. These are the only black ones that actually fit properly.” 


"No promises," Steve purred sweetly. "Not my fault if you get too.. excited!" The sly grin that crossed his lips 
made Sav's knees weak. 


"Oh, fuck you." 


"Later, sweetheart. I'll make your dirty little dream come true." On his way out the front door Steve gave the 
bassist's ass a firm slap. "There's more where that came from." 


“Teasing bastard," Sav muttered to himself while locking up. 


